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A Look at the Girls.

But let us take a street car and ride
it through the residence section. Para ls
on& of the clianest and best built towns of
Brazil It hi= hundreds of houses, made
of wventllated brick, covered with stuceo

and painted in all the colors of the ralnbow.
Bome are frescoed and others are decorated
with wreaths and figures In plaster. There
are many hou=es faced with porcelala tiles,
which have bien brought here from Por-
tugnl Some of the houses have balconies
of wrought iron and many have wrought
iron work over their windows

The houses ail face the streets and are
flush with the sidewalk. Each has two or
more windows on the first floor looking out
on the street, and each window has one or
v-re Brazilian girls lolling on Its sill look-
inug out. The girls are barcheaded, with
flowers In their hair. They are of all ages
from six to sixty and many are sweet six-
tven. They watch the street cars as they
pass. If they see anyone they know,they
crook their fingers at him as though beck-
oning him to come in. This is the method
of salutation and means “How do you do.”
All the girls are brunettes and some to
such an extenl that you can see the negro
blood in their faces. They are not. as a
rule, good looking, and so far the homeliest
women I have found on this continent are
in the land of Brazil.

The women here are not as far advanced
a3 they are im Chile. They have no basi-
neas chances In comparison with our wo-
men. They do not clerk in the stores. They
have not yet made their way into the tele-
graph offices, and the girl
yet to break into the business establish-
rments. The beautiful typewriter has not
vet appeared nor are there Brazilian post
office girls or telegraph girls. Wherever
ikere are telephones women are employesd
at the central station, but outside of this
about the only thing a
can do is to take a place in the
school or become a governess.

Marriage is considered the chief end of
wemen, and so far the new woman is un-
known in Brazil. Marriage is more & mat-
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MANAOS.

ter of love than is generally thought. The
men make good Liusbands and fathers, the
parents love their children and the children
show great affection for their parents. A
child always kisses the hands of its elder-
Iy relatives and men often Kiss the hands
of wemen as a mark of respect.
Some Features of Home Life,

The average Brazilian woman does not
spend much time on her dress before after-
neon. She s in fact a little slouchy and
likes to take things easy. She often wears
i Mother Hubbard until noon or goes about
in a dressing sack and a black skirt. She
has a cup of coffee and a roll upon rising
and does nol eat again until the noon break-
fast. She frequently appears at breakfast
with her hair down, and after the siesta
which follows she dresses up for her pose
at the window.

You may ses women looking out of the
Brazilian windows at all hours of the day.
They have cushions made to fit the win-
dow sills upon which they rest their arms
and they often have padded stools or
benches upon which they kneel while look-
ing out. The Brazilian women, I venture,
spend more time on their knees than any
oiher women in the world; but alas! it is
not in praver!

I bave met a number of the ladles dur-
ing my stay in Brazil and 1 have dis-
| eovered one way to their hearts. This is
through their mouths. Each of them has
thirty teeth, more or less, and all of
them sweet. Bome of them would sell their
for American candy, and they all
like cholce confections. They are fond of
rich desserts and one of their favorite dish-
es is a cake made of the yolk of sgpas and
fiour., It 1s a kind of sponge cake of the
| hghtest pature. It is eaten with melted
stigar poured over it, and it seaks up the
sirup iike a sponge. Quince marmalade
another favorite dish, and there iz a
‘ guava cheese, exceedingly sweet, which is
]

| sauls

is

eaten at almost every meal.
A Land of Peddlers.
Brazilian women seldom go out shopping,
and
L2l

in neither Para nor Manaos is there
with a bargain counter. Many
| kinds of goods are sold by peddlers who
';-L':'.T'r;f packs on their backs, and go through
llhe streets slapping thelr vard sticks to-
| gether,

store

When a woman hears the slapping
she beckons to them to come in. This cus-
tom is changing slightly now, but until
lately almost all dry goods were sold in
this wav.

And still some of
here are very large.

the Brazilian
There

stores
are- establish-

menta at Para which earry quite as big
stocks of goods as any store in a city of
similar size in the United States. The

gooids are brought here from Europe, with
the exception of a few coming from our
| country.

find thiz town of Manaos interesting.
It i= a thousand miles inland in the Very
heart of the great Amazon forest., There
are woods about it so dense that monkeys
could travel a thousand miles through
| them, jumping from branch to branch and
never once touching the ground. They are
sa dense that you cowdd not possibly go
from one place to another exeept by the
streams. Tt would take you a day with an
| ax to make five miles. The country about
here is very wild. Tt is in fact one of the
| least known parte of the world, and Man-
aos Is the metropolis, being the chief clty

|of a region hundreds of thousands of
square miles in extent
Manaos i= on the Rio Negro, ahout ten

| miles from where it lows into the Amazon.
In coming up the Amazon as we approach-
#1 the Rlo Negro 1 could see where the
latter river joined it without lifting my
eyes from the waters. The Rio Negro Is
as black as your hat. The Amazon is as
yvellow peie soup. For about two miles
helow the mouth of the Rio Negro the wa-
of the Rio Negro and the Amazon flow
by side withoot mixing., Our steamer
or a time eut the jolning of the waters so
that on side of the ship the stream
wias as yvellow as a lion’s mane, while on
the other it had the panther black of the
Rio Negro. A little below this the two
| eolors disappeared. the waters of the Rio
Negro having been swallowed up In the
mighty flood of the Amazon.
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|'l'hr Metropolis of the Upper Amazon.
i As we steamed on we passed out of the
| Amazon and into the wide mouth of the Rio
i Negro. We were new salling through a jet
black stream. Our steamer churned the
water into foam and it looked like bolling
| black molasses. A saflor dropped a bucket
| over the side and caught up a gallon for
| me to examine. In the bucket it looked
brown, but when 1 took it up in a glass it
seemed almost clear.

The Rio Negro is an immense stream. It
s very wide at the mouth, and at first sight
it seems almost as large as the Amazon it-
self. It drains a vast region and is so con-
nected with the Orinoco by the Cassiqulare
river that you can enter the Orinoco at its
| mouth and sail down through to the Rio

Negro and the Amazon.
| As it nears the Amazon the Rio Negro
increases in size. A large part of its lower
| course i formed of a succession of lakes,
| some of which are from 20 to 30 miles wide.
| Its flow is not very rapid, and its ordinary
depth iz from 100 to 150 fect. It has numer-
ous sand bars, which hinder navigation at
| very low water, but during the rainy sea-
son it rises from 30 to 40 feet and floods a
large part of fts basin. At its mouth there
are high bluffs lining the banks. These are
spotted with cacao plantations, back of
which is a dense forest. There are numer-
ous pialm trees, and among them, now and
| then, a thatehed hut upon piles.
| A little further up on the north bank
upon a hill is the eity of Manaos. The town
slopes from the river covering the hills at
the back. It looks like a large town from
the steamer. At first you see only a maze
of white-colored one and two-story bulld-
ings roofed with red brick tiles.

As you come nearer the houses near the
wharves grow under vour eyes until you
realize that they are large business estab-
Hshments. You see numerous fine build-
ings, and out of the mass notice a structure
somewhat like the pension building at
Washington, which is topped with a great
dome, covered with porcelain tiles. That is
the theater of Manaos. It will seat 2,000
people, and it is finer than many so-called
good theaters of the United States. The
theater is partially supported by the gov-
ernment. and troupes are brought here from
FPara and other Brazilian porta. It is not a
one-night stand, for it takes 2,000 miles to
get to and from it. so that the troupes usu-
ally stay a week or so. With us came an
American circus, which is to get a big
guarantee from the government for show-
ing a month in Manaos.

An Ocean Port.

Maraos Is an ocean port a thousand miles
inland from the Atlantic. Suppose the big
Atlantic liners could =ail right across the
United States to Chicago, and you have
about the situation of Maraos in respect to
the sea.

My stearaer drew sixteen feet. It was an
English ship., which had ecome from New
York to Para, and thence to Manaos. It
was of about 2,000 tons, and its time from
New York to Manazos was about two weeks,
I asks as to the fare, and was told that it
was §0 in gold.

There are steamers here from Lishon,
Liverpool and Hamburg. There are two
lines of steamers from New York, and there
are littie steamers which go from here in
seven days to Iquitos, Peru. - Iguitos is
about 1,300 miles west of here. It is a large
town, and Is a great port for rubber. The
fare to Iquitos is $30, and the time from
here is seven days, so that in three weeks,
if you can make the proper connections,
you can go from New York over 2,000 miles
up the Amazon by steamer.

alsc vessels

the Rio Negro, the Rio Branco and the

Madeira, so that you can reach any part of

the upper region from this point.
A Lively Town.

Manaos has about 50,000 people. It has
wide streets paved with cobble stones,
many of which were brought up the river
from Para. It has many houses faced with
tiles imported from Europe, and it has sev-
eral fine government structures, such as
the treasury, the palace and the cathedral

I call the cathedral a government struc-
ture, for it is largely supported by the gov-
ernment. The bishop of the province of
Amazonas presides over it and it is the
central point for the religion of this part
ot the world. The government has a large
income from its export duty on rubber, and
the picrkings are probably great.

There¢ are two hotels here. The one at
whicih 1 am stopping is kept by a French
woman, who charges exorbitant prices for
poor food, but who has a fairly good cook.
We have coffee and bread and butter for
breakfast, a table d'hote lunch and a course
dinner. Wine and mineral waters are Very
dear, costing at least 50 per cent more than
they do in any other part of Brazil.

Manaos is lighted by electricity. I have
electrie lights in my room at the hotel, and
1 was surprised this afternoon to be called
to the telephone to talk with a merchant in
the other part of the eity.

Manaos is a very advanced town for
South America. It has a telephone system
with 225 subsecribers, which gets a conces-
ston of #4000 a year from the government
for its service.

Its electric lighting plant is owned by an
American syndicate, which is now also put-
ting In an electric street car line. 'The equip-
ment and all the electrical supplies are

‘being brought from the United States, but

the coal so far is English, although Ameri-
can coal is beginning to come in.

Manaos has daily newspapers. It has a
museum, a college and schools. It has an
orphan asylum and several other charitable
institutions. I have been much Interested
in ite stores. They keep all sorts of goods,
and the stocks of some of them run into
the hundreds of thousands of dollars. They
ship from here to all parts of the upper
Amazon and the rubber camps rely largely
upon Manaos for their supplies. 1 am told
that the merchants make big money, and
that they will not look at anything that
pays less than 25 per cent. The most of
them are interested more or less In the
rubber forests, apd nearly all are to a great
extent purchasers and shippers of rubber.

FRANK G. CARPENTER.
———
MAGNIFICENT LAZINESS.

A New Orleann Tramp Who Holds the
Record for Ease,
From the New Orleans Times-Democrat.

At about noon yesierday a fat and healthy
looking but phenomenally tattered tramp
sat furtively dozing on a bench in Lafavette
square. The nearhy tablet of the geodetic
survey announced that he was in exactly
latitude 20° 56" 50" and longitude 90° 4 97,
but the faet disturbed him not. Leaning
back luxuriously, he appeared to be burst-
inrg from every seam of his dilapidated at-
tire, and as he passed in and out of eat naps
he nadded solemnly, like a porcelain man-
darin. His legs were crossed, and his sus-
pended feot was Incased in a shoe from
which most of the forward portion of the
sole was missing, exposing his bare and
dirty toes from below. It was held to nis
foot by a string tied around his instep: in
fact, he was literally “on his uppers,” a
circumstance which evidently bothered him
as little as the geodetic tablet. Presently,
in one of his waking intervals, he cspied a
half-smoked cigar stump lying on the pave-
ment about a yard from the bench. For a
moment he surveyed it calmly, dispassion-
ately, almost judictally. Then he exeecuted
a remarkable strategic movement. Without
stirring the upper portion of his hody, he
slowly unerossed his legs, lowered his foot
accurately and deliberately over the treas-
ure trove, gripped it in a convalsive clutch
of his toes, reversed the motion, raised his
foot, carrying with it the stump, crossed his
legs, languidly stretched forth his hand and
secured his prize. A gouty <lubman, who
wns out for a constitutional and who had
watched the proceeding from another bench,
was lost in admiration. “Why, the man is
a wonder!” he exclaimed to a friend. “There
iz zomething magnificent, almost snpernat-
ural in such laziness as that! He has ele-
vated it to an art. to a—but hold, it »ould
e a thousand pities If he were disturbed
for a match. T must offer him one!” The
gouty clubman- arose with difficalty, hob-
bl=d down the walk, and, drawinog a silver
malch case from his pocket, extended it
with a polite bow, The tramp manifested
no surprise, but slowly extracied a match
and ignited the stump. “T'anks,” he mur-
mured, and closed his eves. “"He is su-
perh!™ said the elubman when he rejoined
bis friend; “he is a record hreaker! He is
Lthe laziest man in the world!”

CURIOUS TEXAS HOTEL.
It ix Run by the So-Unlled Seven Sanc-
tifled Sisters.
From the Chicago Record.

They say that the best hotel in Texas is
to be found at Belton, a town on the Santa
Fe road, and it Is kept by “‘seven sanctified
sisters,”” as the proprisztors are popularly
called. Several years ago a woman In that
place and her husband gquarreled over the
best way of expounding the Seriptures to
a Sunday school class, and were so stub-
born that they separat:d and were finally
divoreed. The family controversy was
taken up by the town, which was soon dis-
tinctly divided between the adherents of
the husband and the adherents of the wife.
Thz result was a large crop of divorces,
znd seven hushandless women, inecluding
the original cause of the commotion, joined
together and rented the town hotel. One
of them did the cooking, another was par-
lormaid, a third made up the bads, and so
they divided the work among them and
ran the establishment upon the co-opera-
tive pian. They would not employ a man
about the place, although the most of their
patrons were m2n, of course. People say
that women travelers preforred to stop else-
where, and that would be a woman's way,
One of the “seven sanctified sisters” used
to driv2 a big carryall down to the railway
stition three or four times a day to meet
the trains, but she let the regular transfer
company handle the baggage.

The hotel prospered from the beginning,
and there was no reason why it should not,
for everything was neat and homelike, and
the cooking was the best in Texas, which
is not saying much, perhaps, but is a good
reason why it was apprecialed. Every
Sunday it was crowded. The drummers
used to swarm there from all tha northern-
central part of the state, and every pas-
senger on the Santa Fe trains was an ad-
vertising agent. The ‘“'sanctifled sisters"”
made money, as they dzserved to do; they
enlarged their establishment and started a
big laundry iIn connection with it, where
the drummers left their soiled clothes tc be
done up whil> they were out during the
week. Then the “sisters’” bought a hotel
at Waco, and started a laundry there, with
equil success,

—_—r .
So Exasperating.
From the Chicago Times-Herald.

“By George!” sald a Hyde Park man
who was riding downtown in an =arly train
yvesterday, I detest people who are so
blamed positive about everything.”

“It is a disagreeable habit,” the passen-
ger who sat next to him admitted, “and it
always pleas2s me to see such people con-
fronted with proofs that they are in the
wropg.™

“Yes, it does me, too. My wife's cousin
has been visiting us for several days, and
he's one of thcse know-it-all fellows., You
cen't tell him anything. Yesterday morning
h: was reading about this Dreyfus trial
and I gave him a pointer on how to pro-
nounce a French word that was used. But
do you suppose he wuas willing to admit
that I knew more about it than he did?'

“] suppose not.”

‘"No; he sat right there, right at my own
table, and argued with me for twenty min-
utes, trylng to show that 1 didn't know
what I was talking about. Such peopl2
make me weary."”

“Why don’'t you get & French
and prove to him that he was wrong?"’

*“Oh, 1 looked It up yesterday and found
that I was mistaken myself, but what
makes me mad is the fact that he was so
blamed pesitive about it.”

In the fourteenth century one-fourth of
the population of are computed to
have died of the bubonic plague, Introduced
from the east. The first measures to check
its spread were adopted by the city of Ven-
ice, which appointed in 1348 three guar-
dians of the public health. In 1403 Venice
established a lazaret, or. contagious d.lnemm
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PART XIL
CAWKY, THE CROW.
After the fox hunt, Buster John felt that
he had recovered some lost grovnd, as the

saying is. Up to that time he had been
scmewhat handicapped by the experiences
of Sweetest Susan. You will remember
that it wns Sweetest Susan who discovered
the Grandmother of the Dolls. This was a
very important discovery, too, for it led to
the acquaintance of little Mr. Thimble-
finger, and to the gueer adventures of the
children in the country next door to the
world. More than that, Sweetest Susan
had been- kidnaped by the crazy man. It
was natural, therefore, that Buster John
should feel “put out,” as he expressed it,
by thése events. But his talk with Mr.
Bobs had led to the manufacture of the
wonderful bubble, and now he had witness-
ed a real fox hunt, perhaps the most inter-
esting one that ever occurred ‘n all that

part of the country.

He didn't put on any alrs about It, as
some boys would have done, but he tock
pains to relate every event to his sisier
and Drusilla, just as It occurred, as far as
he couid remember it; and he patiently an-
swered every question they asked him. For
a long tlme the story of the fox hunt was
the only plece of oral llteralure the chil-
dren had to diseuss, but there was always
something new tp he said of Hodo, or the
sorrel horse, or Joe Maxwell.

Sweetest Susan hardly knew whether to
feel sorry for Old Bear-Face or not. Some-
times she was Inclined to regret his taking
off, but when she remembered the scream
of the poor little rabbit she was willinz to
believe that the old fox had rezeived his
deserts.,

As for Drusilla, she had not a spark of
sympithy for Old Scar-Face. “I'm glad
dey cotch 'im,” sh: said. “De dogs done
'Im des like he done de yuther creeturs.
An' 'pon top er dat, he sot up dar an’ grin
an' brag ‘hout how he gwine ter outdo um.
I hear ol' folks say dat dem what do de
mos’ braggin’ is de mos’ no 'count. I'm
glad dey got 'im. He had planty time ter
g0 'way; he des hung ’roun’ here kase he
b’lieve dey ain't no dog kin outdo "im."

This sort of talk led, of course, to Joe
Maxwell and Hodo, and before Buster John
knew it he would b> describing the famous
chase over again. For a long time this was
interesting, but after awhile the small au-
dience grew tired of hearing it, and Buster
John grew tired of telling it.

Christmas and New Year's canie and
went, and were followed by weather so
cold and stormy that the youngsters had
to stay in the Mouse¢, and Johnny Bapter
had as much as he could do to keep the big
hickory logs piled high enough in the wide
firzplace, A fire big enough, it seemed, to
roast an ox'would hardly keep the dining
room or the sittine room warm. It rained
and sleeted @nd then snowed, and the snow
stayed on the grognd long enough to give
the childrenan opportunity to enjoy them-
selves on some clymsy sleds that Johnny
Bapter made for them.

Biut toward the last of March a heavy
rainstorm came roaring and sweeping
along, and ter Ipal spring came out of
her hiding pIJace and brought warm sun-
shine and the Aowers with her. In a little
while the pz2dch orc¢hard, which had looked
s0 bleak and cheerjess a few weeks before,
seemed to bé' covabed with pink snow, and
the mocking birds flew about singing.

Johnny Bapter Rad on: sign for spring
weather whéi%h he paid never failed. *You
see dem peach blooms? Well, ol' Jack Frost
kin come an’ nip ofs, but when you see an’
hear de mockin® bifd slnﬂn' while he flyin’
you kin go on an’ plant y0’ corn an® cotton,
kaz2 dey ain’t gwing he ne mo’ fros' dat
season."” w2 .0

It was waile th4 peach orchard was in
full blossom That the ,children's mother
chanced to rémember that she had another
supply of zlothing for little Billy Biscuit,
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Something @uaint Aboat Him.

the walf waio had been left with Miss El-
viry Bobs, “to be called for,” as the saying
fs. Naturaily enough, the children were
keen to go; Sweetest Susan, because she
wanted to play with Billy Bizcuit, who, she
said, was the cutest thing In the world, and
Buster John. because he wanted to have
another talk with Mr. Bohs. He had an
idea that Mr. Bebs could tell him some-
thing new or show him something queer
every day In the week, and Baturday, too.
Buster John was #till loval to Aaron.
More ihan that, Mr. Bobs was so different
from the son of Ben All in all respects that
there was no danger thal admiration for
one would clash with admiration for the
other. Aaron was Aaron, and therc was
nobody like him but himself. Likewise Mr.
Bohs was Mr. Bobs, quaint and orlginal.

As both the children had a motive for go-
ing, they besieged their mother singly and
collectively until, finally, she was obliged
to@urrender and give her consent. If she
had known about the wonderful bubble it
is probable she would have refused: but
slnece thel: experience with Mr. Thimble-
finger the cHildren ‘had grown somewhat
reticent about thel#’adventures. They had
dropped hint# herelland there about what
they had seer) but ¥hey were laughed at as
crude and clifmsy Wventions of wild and
impossible fictton. '

One day Buster John, walking with his
mother through t!‘mllot. burst out laughing
at somethlug'l‘thedgﬂﬂcm drake said to
the big white‘gandér. He laughed so long
that his mother conéluded that he had hys-
terics and carried bim back to the house,
and proceedédl td' dose him with hot
and bitter dribks. He made matters worse
by telling her'whaf' the drake had said to
the gander, for she''was then sure he was
“flighty”’ Iin the he#d, and so he had to go
to bed, though' the sun was shining a warm
invitatlon. H& never made a similar mis-
take, ror did* Sweﬁtest Susan, after this
terrible warning.

Drusilla fin#lly c¢tnsented to make one
of the party, ‘but - was particular lay
down the conditiong’under which she would
give the youngsters tl_le pletsure of her
company. She held up her left hand with
the fingers wide apart, and as she named

“the conditions she would register them by

gﬂlling the fingers together with her right
and.

“You all say you want me ter go dar whar
dat oI’ man live at? I tell you right now
I aln't achin’ ter go dar, kase I don’'t like
de way he look out’'n de eye; he chug full
er rank venom. But ef I does go, I aln't
gwine Itell- follow _B?er !gubl:;eno foolish-
ness. ain't gwine in ne bu "'—here she
pulled the little finger of her left hl-ll.;l-—-
“I ain’t gwine in no Fimblethinger doin’s”
—the third finger was pulled down—*an’' I
aln't gwine nowhere ner. do nothin' dat
folke don't do when dey got der sevenm
senses”—here the middle finger was pulled
down to join the other.twe. . ;

These were the.terms of the contract to
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which Buster John and Sweetest Sus=an
were compelled to give their assent before
Drusilla would consent to go.

“All dat,” explained Drusilla, “don’t hen-
der you all fum gwine whar you choosen ter
go. Ef you wanter git in bubbles an' git
flew'd away wid, g0 an’' git in um. Ef vou
wanter jump in springs an’ pon's an’ dream
youer somer’'s else, go ahead an'.do it. But
doen’t ax me ter do it; kaze ef vou does
you'll have a great tale to tell Miss Rachel,
an' she'll gi’ mammy de wink, an' mammy'll
gl' me a frailin’. WVell, I'll take de frailin’;
I'd ruther be beat ter death on ton er de
groun’ dan ter git flew'd off wid in a bub-
ble, er drowned in dat ar Fimblethinger
country."

The children faithfully promised that. no
matter what happened or what they did,

the nest, for one day I found him stretched
out on the ground more deal than allve,
1 fetched him home an’ nurzei him till he
could take keer of hisself. He goes off an'
comes back., an' he's tamer than airy rhick-
en on the place. He pays for his keop, too,
for he's our crow trap. I'll tell you about
it belfore vou go.”

“Kuk-akity: how guick she talks! What
did she say?”

“That you are her crow trap.” said Sweot-
est Susan.,

“Ak-trap, trap-ak!” chuckled Cawky.
“What s a trap?”’
“Something that catches things,” ex-

plalned Buster John

“Ekek, ak-ak-ak!" laughed the crow with-
out smiling. “I know! In the corn row!
Cackity! It's funny! Said one old crow to
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they wouldn’t ask Drusilla to join them.
and they wouldn't complain about her to
their mother. This seemed to lift a heavy
ioad from Drusilla’s mind. She breathed
freely and became even cheerful.

The journey to Mr. Bobs' house was in
all respect a repetition of the former one—
Johnny Bapter driving the two-seated
spring wagon and singing blithely, and.
when they arrived at their destination,
Miss Elviry was standing at the door with
a smile of welcome. Little Billy Biseuit
had grown considerably. He had larger
ideas, too. He was no longer a calf in a
pen, but a saddie horse, tied to the feuce,
a chair turned on its side answering all the
purposes of a fence in this case. The bri-
dle was a length or two of basting thread,
and, though it secmed to be a frail sub-
stitute for a halter, it must have 1
strong, for it served to hold this restive
horse, which was making tremendous ef-
forts to gain its freedom, pawing the
ground and kicking out iis heels at a terri-
ble rate. : :

The earnesiness of Little Billy Biscuit
was comical to see, and Sweetest Susan
thought it was (he finest spectacle she had
ever witnessed. She wanted to hug the
c¢hild then and there; but Miss Elviry shook
her head.

“*Twould upset him for the rest of the
day,” she explained. “Ef you want to
please him, just say, "Whoa, there! Ef
vou git on wi’ him you've got to believe in
his make-believe., You wouldn't believe it,
honey, but that child ain't half as much
trouble as a grown person. Why, when you
want him to be still all you've got to do is
to tie him with some sewin’ thread an’
say he's a hoss. A hos=s he'll bhe tell you
come an’ onloose him!"’

The children entered at once into the
spirit of the affair. At a word Sweetest
Susan and Buster John became horses, and
Drusilla was a mule. The change was ef-
fected as suddenly as the genii in the Ara-
blan Nights could have accomplished it. No

waving of wands nor incantation was
Necessary.
This drama of the horses was all very

well for a little while; but the older chil-
dren, belng used to more variety, soon grew
tired of it, and it was not long before they
succeeded In coaxing Little Biily Biscuilt
out of doors. Just as they went into the
vard Miss Elviry suddenly remembered
that she had forgoiten to feed the hen with
the wyoung chickens that had just been
““taken off;" so she mixed some cornmeal
and water in a tin pan, and began to cal:
the hens.

The call was answered from overhead In
the most unexpected manner. A crow,
cawing and croaking, began to circle
around Miss Elviry's head, and presently
Iit in the pan of dough.

“Oh, get away from here!” Miss Elviry
cried Impatiently; “vou're allers stickin'
yourself where you ain't wanted.”

Bhe pushed the crow from the pan, but
he flew back with many croaks, and not
until Miss Elviry had given him a good
share of dough did he cease his flutterings.
She dropped a wad of the food on the
ground, and this the crow proceeded to de-
vour, talking to himself all the while. Miss
Elviry went to another part of the wyard,
hunting for the young chickens, but the
children stood still and watched the crow.

“Ain't 1 done tol' you dey wuz cunjer-
people?” whispered Drusilla. “Why, you
can't git In a mile er no crow less'n you
been rubbin' agin deze folks. Now min’
what I tell you; dis crow sho Is satan; you
may follow atter ‘im ef you wanter, but [
ain't gwinter budge out'n my tracks!"”

Little Billy Biscuit however, was on very
good terms with the crow. He sat on the
ground by the bird, and with a small twig
touched him occasionally on the legs, The
crow saw the movement every time; but
invariably he would ralse the leg that had
been touched, siretch out the toes on the

He Pursued the Cat About.

foot and examine them carefully, utlering
& croaky grumbhle all the time.

The solemn way in which he went ahout
this was amusging to the children.
Buster John laughed so loudly that the
crow stopped and looked at him sidewise,
speaking for the first time so the chiliren
could understand him.

“Cackity! What's all the fuss about?"
Then he went on eating the dough.

“What is your rame?" asked Buster John,

“Cawky-ikey-uk-ek-ik-ak!" .

“Well, Cawky, where did you come
from?"

“Anr;lluu around hel'niﬁ-ek."

Miss Elviry eame up at moment, and,
without knowing it, interrupted the con-

e on'm the built In that pine
thicket done yan'. He must.'a’ fell from

another old crow, ‘What makes people do
us 50?7 For, you know, since we were born
it's been our trade to pull up corn.” Cack-
ak, corn!"

There was something very qualnt abou:
Cawky, as he walked back and forih,
chuckling, laughing and apparently trying
to “show off’" before strangers. He did it
all so solemnly that it became comical, and
the children were so much amused that
they laughed till the tears came in thelr
eyves—that is, they all laughed except Dru-
silla, who firmiy believed that the crow was
& hird of evil

Once Cawky paused In his promenade,
ecized a ring that Sweetest Susan wore and
tried to twist it off.

“You beiter not let dat creetur fool wid
you!” Drusilla exclaimed. *1 tell vou he de
ol* scratch; he'll grab you an' fly away wid

you. You mark what 1 tell sou!”
“Ek-ek-¢k!” laughed Cawky. whose at-
tention was attracted to Drusilla. *“You

have crows In vour family! Cacklity! I'd
like to catch that one in my trap.”
“Huh! Ef you wuz a crow, an' not de

ol' boy hisse’f, I'd wring o' neck,” said
Drusilla.

“Ek-rack! neck-ek!” chuckled Cawky,
as he promenaded about, picking up flakes
of mica or giistening pebbles or broken
pleces of crockery,

At this point Miss Elviry returned and
explained that In the spring, when the
young corn was just sprouting and show-
ing a tiny green blade above the soil, the
crows did a good deal of damage. They'd

Bore Her Slowly to Earth.

leave one of their number watching in the
top of one of the tall pines, and the rest
would fiy down into the cornfield and pull
up the young corn row by row to get at
the grains still clinging te the tender roots.
No one could approach near enough to
shoot them, for the sentinel in the pine
top would sound the alarm the moment a
human being appeared In sight. and away
all the crows would fly, to return promptly
when the way was clear.

One day, however, Miss Elviry heard a
great clamor of crows in the cornfield, such
4 hubbub, indeed, that It attracted her at-
tention. She went into the field and there
she saw the crows fluttering and flying
about like mad. At first she thought they
had attacked an owl or a hawk, but as she
went nearer they all flew away but two.
One of th&se was making tremendous ef-
fords to v, but the other, lying on his
back, was holding him.

* ‘What in the world," says I to myself,™
remarked Miss Elviry. I went to where
they was at, and there saw Cawky holding
the other crow by the feet. The toes of
the two was so tangled that 'twas as much
as I could do to ontangle ‘em. That put
the idea in my head that maybe Cawky
would make a good crow trap. So Brother
fixed up a couple of straps wi' pegs at the
ends, an' we took Cawky out in the fleld,
iaid him on his back in a corn row, put the
straps acrost his body and pushed the pegs
in the ground to hold him. Of all the
squallin® an’ jabbering you've ever heard'
Cawky made more fuss in one minnit than
a flock of crows make in a week. The
crows falrly swarmed down on him in lit-
tle er no time, an’ 1 run back for fear
they'd kill him; but he wan't hurt, an’ he
had another crow! Along at first Cawky
didn’t like it, but he's got so now that when
he hears crows about he'll come a-fiyin’
and a-runnin’ an’ make the biggest kind of
a fuss tell we git out his harness—we cali
it his harness—an’ fasten him down in the
fleld. I reckon they've got some sign of
distress llke the Free Masons, for just as
soopn as he starts up his hollerin’ all the
crows In the seltlement 'll come flyin' an’
try to git him looses™

Again Miss Elviry went to attend to her
household dutles, leaving the childreg with
Cawky, who, while she was talking, had
been trying to pull the brass buttons from
Buster John's jacket. He succeeded in get-
M,anﬂﬂththhluhhm

as =olemnly as an old-time preacher.

“Why do you like to catch your cousins™"
asked Buster John.

“Oackity! Becausc-ek they are my cou-
sins, ek-ek!”

“Maybe you've already caught some of
your brothers and sisters.” sald Swectect
Busan, using what Buster John called her
Sunday school volics.

“Ek! I hope so! 1 wani-sk to calch my
daddy ard my mammy. Cackity! Didn't
they push me from the nest and leave mo
on the ground In the rain and cold” Ek' 1
remember! And when | went ack among
them ddn’t they drive me away ? Cacklty!
They sald I smelt like man I've pnid
them well, and I'll pay them better k-
ek-ek!™

In the distance Buster John saw a chick-
en hawk circling around.

“Get under the house,
comes a hawk."”

“Ek-cackity! A hawk!' He rose in the
air and flew to the top of a nelghbors
pne and sat there swinging The hawk
came nearer and nearer, circling m
tionless p.mons, a picture of wild besuty

Suddenly Cawky rose In the air, and be-
gan to circle, too
“Kerrany-kerree!” This was the war cry
of Cawky's brethren. Twice or thrice re-
peated at Intervals, It meant a hawk. Tie-
peated a dozen times with no interval, 1t
meant that an owl had been discovered
asleep In the woods.

The hawk made a lusty #fort to eseap
and would have succesded |f Cawky had
been without allles, but in every direction
crows were seen rising in the salr—some
ahead of the hawk., some behind her and
some on each slde. Rising and circling,
she suddenly swooped and struck at
Cawky. but missed him by a halr's breadth,
as she cuome down with a rush and a swish,
It was a fierce but foolish move., Refore
the hawk could recover herself the whale
colony of crows was upon her, and they
began a battle royal, which could have bat
one result.

The hawk was fieree and desnernte, her
talons were sharp and her beak was =strong
The crows had no talons, but thelr beaks
wers numersus. More than one was com
pelled to fly heavily away as the . pesult
of 8 moment's contact with the hawk, by
finally the boldest among them found =a
plare on the hawk's back, out of reach of

Cawky

yonder

beak and talons, and bore her slowly to
earth, where, in the course of & few mo-
nrenis, she was Killed outright

The children ran forward as hard they
could when they saw the hawk falling, but
she was dead when they reachoed the scene,

s

and Cawky was strutiing around her,
chuckling and talking to himself ready to
strike her with his strong beak if she
showed any slgn of life.

There was nothing to do but to carry
the hawk to the house as a trophy, smud
show her to Miss Elviry., who expressed

great satksfaction, and gave it as her firm
and unalterable opinlon that it was the
very sume hawk that had been snatching
her voung chickeng right from under her
ncse for two seasons past. No doubt Miss
Elviry was right, for the hawk was ver)
laatge and fat

By that time Johnny Bapter had returned
from his errand Harmony Grove. He
called the children and they clamberad Into
the wagon, and by dinner time they were
safe at home

(END PART X1)
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RARE

Books Worth Their Weight in Gold
and Much More,
From the St. Louls Star.

The first printing press was brought Into
England by a merchant named Caxton, who
forsook his trade to enjoy the favor of the
Duchess of Burgundy, sister of Fdward 1V
of England, and in 1470 imported from Ger-
many a printing outtit, which he Llizhed
in a building adjoining Westminstor Abbey
especially for the purpose of publishing his
transiat of the history of Troy (Recueil
Histories de Troyes). It was the first
English book ever printed, and 185 a
copy was =old by the Earl of Jersey o
Bernard Quaritch, in London, for $0.100

The next book printed in England was
The Game aml Playve of the Chesse. Coples
have been sold as high as §1.300. The firs:
English book both written and printed in
England (1459 was Dictes and Savings of
the Philosophers, of which only four coples
are known One of them wae sold last year
by the Earl of Ashburnham for $7.460,

The first book printed in America was
Doctrina Christiana, by Juan Crombergoer,
in the City of Mexico, in 1559, 8o far as
known, there I not a copy in existence,
The sacond was Doctrica Breve, By Juan

CELn

des

Zumarraga. the first bishop of Mexien, It
printed by Cromberger in 1543, and

=5 have sold as high as $2.200,

The first book printed in the United Siates
was an almanac at Coambridge in 160, by
Stephen Dayve, who established the first
printing press in this cosntry. The second
publication was a slip conaining a poem
entitled The Freeman's Oaih. The next
book was a metrical version of the Psalms,

called the Bay Psalm Book, in 1640, Cop-
fes mre very rare. It is one of the most
valuahle books in the world.

The first edition of The Canterbury Tales,
printed by Caxton, of which only two cop-
ies are known, has sold for 5,000, $5.10
and £9. 400,

The first edition of Robinson Crusoe (1719)

sells for £225. The first editlona of Igank
W s Compleat Angler (16532) have sold
1. The first edition of The Viear of
printed in . sold for £m;

edition of Paradize Lost for $400,
» first edition of Milton's complete works,
containing a presentation inscription on a
fiy leafl in his handwriting, $1,150,

The hizhest price paid for a book last
vear was $310.500, by Pickering & Chatto of
London for Raoul Le Fevre's A Boke of the
Hool Lyf of Jason, printed by Caxton in
1490 in black letter. 1t is one of the earliest

books in the English language, and former-
Iy belonged to Rishop Heber. Some blo-
graphical detalls on the fly leaves in his

handwriting greatly Increase s value. A
copy of Capt. John 8mith’'s True Ralation,
printed in 1008, s0ld for §1.425,

The highest price pald for an American
ook las: year wa= 2,000, for a copy of the
Rev. Mr. Cushman’s sermon on the Daner
of SBelf-Love, which was preached at Bos-
ton shortly after the settlement of that
pince. Tt 18 the only copy known of the
firet sermon ever printed in America, and
belonged to the eollection of the late Chas.
Deane, from which it was purchased by the
Massachusetts Historical Socloay.

The highest price paid for an antograph
last year was $1,030, for a letter from ¥
Mam Bradford to Governor Winthrop, o0 n-
cerninz the affairs of the Plvmouth coleny
a few months after the landing of the Pil-
grims.
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Trae Weomanhood,

From the Criterion.

Mrs. Willie K. Vanderbilt, jr., has

startled Newport by going to market each
morning and making a personal selection
of fruits, meats and fish for her table. 8he
bas also introduced the innovation of pay-
ing cash for her purchases, something un-
heard of among the Newport coltagers
whose habit of having things charged and
bilis sent meonthly is a boon to the dealers
at the Rhode Isiand colony, as elsewhere.
Every housekeeper knows that while the
latter plan saves time and trouble, it puis
many dollars into the pockets of the mar-
ket men. Mrs Willle K., jr., has shown

her good sense and good training in this,
as in many other respects since her mar-
riage. The idea that a careful espionage of
servants and household affalrs &8 beneath
the dignity of a woman of position and
fashion is an entirely erronecous one, bred
among the most undesirable social circles
Many women of fashion make a boast that
they have rid themselves of their house-
hold cares, servants, etc., by employving a
housekeeper for the purpose as they em-
ploy nurses and governesses for the care
of their children, but women who preside
over the happiest homes are those who
give their attention to the small details of
the household menage and the nursery.
Two notable examples are Mrs. Grover
Cleveland and Mrs. George Gould, both of
whom have presided over their homes and
their children, not as figure heads, but
actually guiding and overlooking the care
of their bables and the workings of the
domestic program from day to day. These
women's lives seem to be filled with the
gentler duties and joys of existence, to
the exclusion of every possibility for re-
mark and gossip. And there are numerous
women in fashionable life, as well as In
cireles less important soclally, who take
pleasure in the idea that the role of chate-
laine is still a crown of graceful dignity
more desirable than gems of great price.

Ne Joke.
From Tit-Bits.

“My dear,” said Mrs. Henpeck, *I'm
positive that our George is thinking seri-
ously of matrimony.” .

“Well, I only hope s0,” returned Hen-
"ckf wnhboumuf-ul ll::'l‘t’.. “I wouldn't
want any boy of mine so unfortunate
as to regard it as a joke."




